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sensitive, and I likewise have thought myself here and
there roughly used by you. But I pardoned the offend-
ing minute when the hour had struck, and never thought
of identifying the offence with my friend. I chose to
blame myself, as the safer way of closing a slight wound.
It seems that I have been roughening you for six months.
When I last came over to you I was bright with the
happiness of being with you, and I remember I de-
nounced (as I supposed I might do to a friend) a poem
that struck me as worthless. I spoke like a man coming
off a country-road fasting. It may be too often my
manner. I might well think my friend would not let
it live with him, and that he knew my mind better than
to allow a sense of variance to spring from such differ-
ences in open talk. Possibly a nature that I am proud
to know never ceases in its growth, is passing now through
some delicate stage which finds me importunate; or
you feel that you have outstripped me, and are tempted
to rank me with the vulgar, I can bring a thousand
excuses for a letter that I have read often to assure myself
it is among the things which are, but arrive only at the
conclusion I have named. We will see one another as
little as we can for two or three years, and by and by
may come together again naturally. And if not, you
will know I am glad of the old time, am always proud
of you, always heart in heart with you on all the great
issues of our life, and in all that concerns your health
and fortunes. I suffer too much to-day to desire that
any explanation should restore us to our past footing.
Almost I am tempted to hope that I am quite valueless
to you, for as I am not a man to send such a letter as you
have just written to me, without deeply weighing every
word in it and probable signification of its burden to the
reader, or without weighing my feelings well against
my friend's, so I am not the man to receive one withoutall thee same river.
